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mind; Art exercised a wider sway than she
claimed; she was too high still to bo her own
object; she was contented to walk "among
the honourable women" that followed in the
train of a mightier potentate, and to this
religious aspiration she owed her most enduring
triumphs.

The poets tell us that nature alone is perma-
nent, while the works of human hand mouldor
into oblivion. It is not altogether so; the
Temple of Victory rises again out of its dust,
and the Parthenon still opposes its broad brow
to the wasting winds of time, while rivers have
been dried up, and firtatful lands have become a
wilderness. It was thus that I mused on the
Acropolis, when my attention was caught by a
faint suffusion thrown on a white &nd prostrate
pillar near that against which I leaned ;~I
turned, and saw through a long range of columna
the sotting sun which had dropped from its
f apowy veil a moment before it was to disap-
pear. Swiftly as the progress of some ma^teritig
minstrelsy the splendour leaped from cloud to